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Another young couple in search of retirement rustled
through the undergrowth twenty yards away.
" Suppose they'd come by just now/* said Molly with three
pins in her mouth, remodelling her hat.
" Well they didn't anyhow," said Edward Albert, becoming
snappy.
" If they 'ad	"
" Why 'arp on it ? " he snarled.
The rest of the afternoon was spent in an atmosphere
of mute reproach. They went home long before dusk, and
she decided to leave him and go to church with her mother.
" Right O," said he, instead of the usual tender good night.
He retired thoughtfully to Scartmore House. He reflected
that the path of true love never had run smooth.
He knew he was in love with Molly because otherwise why
should he have wanted her so much and given way like that ?
He wanted to hug again, already, and he dreaded hugging
her again. But the next time they met she seemed to have
forgotten her urgency and he was disappointed. They sat on
a seat by the road on Hampstead Heath, making no further
allusion to hugging, and he went on with his favourite
impersonation of a mysterious bastard. " I don't know who
my father was or what he was. I've been sort of made away
with.;.."
The difficulty of the story was to keep it so as to avoid any
suggestion of Great Expectations. For you cannot be too
careful. She seemed to listen with a jaded interest, and when
he suggested she should give him a kiss she gave him a peck
on the cheek. " Let's go for a ramble into these bushes," he
suggested. She shook her head.
"Just a little bit of spooning," he pleaded.
" You don't know where to stop. I don't like—what you
did. You know. Sunday."
Their next meeting was more hopeful. He took her to a
cinema and they sat holding hands side by side in quite their
old fashion. Afterwards they got some lemon squash and a
sandwich in the new little ham and beef shop, and they had a
little tiff about the magic of Rudolph Valentino, which was

